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IMOTHY TIT- 
COMB’S NEW WORK. 
JUST. PUBLISHED 
BY 
C. SCRIBNER, I24 Grand Street, 
New York. 

A companion volume to LETTERS TO 
YOUNG PEOPLE and GOLD FOIL. 1 
vol., 12mo., 350 pages, $1. Gilt edges $1.50. 

ne ** Lessons’’ are twenty-four in num- 
ber, and they are not only “lessons in life,”’ 
but from life. The topics discussed are 
those which are of interest to every thought- 
ful man and woman, and they are treated 
freshly, clearly and forcibly, with abundant 
ingenuity of argument and aptness of illus- 
tration. %he publisher is convinced that 
the book will prove to be even more popular 
than its predecessors, to which it is regarded 
a companion volume, 


NOW READY, 
NEW EDITIONS 
TITCOMB’S WORKS. 


206th Edition ‘‘Letters to Young People.”’ 
1 vol., 12mo., $1. 

15th Edition ‘*Gold Foil.”’ 1 yol., I2mo., $1. 

15th Edition ‘‘ Bitter Sweet.”” 1 vol., 12mo., 
70 cents, 

15th Edition “ Miss Gilbert's Career.” 1 
vol., 12mo., $1.25. 

Copies sent by mail, post paid on receipt 
of price. 
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Carte de Visite Photographic PORTRAIT of 
PARSON BROWNLOW 
Brownlow’s heroic DAUGHTER, who 
defended the Stars and Stripes, revolyer in 
hand, for sale by 
E. ANTHONY, 


Manufacturer of Photographic Albums, 
No. 501 Broadway, New York. 
Price 25 cents each; free by mail. Remit- 
tances may be made in postage stamps. 
Also, Portraits of 800 other eminent Ameri- 
cans. Catalogues sent on receipt of stamp. 
I All articles for soldiers should be sent 
by Harnden’s Express, 74 Broadway, as 
they charge only half rz They send to 
Port Royal, Baltimore, Washington, For- 


tress Monroe, Hatteras Inlet, Sandy Hook 
and all other places daily at 12:30, 1:30, and 
4:45 P. M. 


OF 


lorious Parson 
BROW NLOW. 


MPORTANT!! 
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Sabre Cuts, Gunshot 


Wounds, and all other kinds 
Wounds, also Sores, Ulcers and Scurvy, 
heal safely and quickly under the soothing 
influence of HOLLOWAY’S OINTMENT: 
It heals to the bone, so that the wound 
never opens again. Soldiers supply your- 
selves. Only 25 per Pot. 233. 


& cents 
QGTAC KHOUSE’S 
OLEATE OF ROSES. 


A most superior and efficacious remedy for 
the prevention and cure of chapped lips and 
hands, and all inflamed and irritated surfaces. 
Ladies will find by its use that it will keep 
their lips and hands as soft as velvet. It 
heals like magic—say those who have used 
it. Prepared only by 


DAVID L. STACKHOUSE, 
Chemist and Druggist, 
Handel and Haydn Hall, 
&th and Green sts., PHILADELPHIA 


THE NEW YORK WEEKLY 
(The best Story and Sketch paper published), 


The NEW YORK WEEKLY is sold by 
all respectable News Agents in the United 
States. The price is rouR cents, but in 
some cases, where Agents have to pay extra 
freight or postage, a higher price is necessa- 
rily charged. When there is a news Agent 
in the town, we desire our friends to get the 
WEEKLY through him. We do not wish 
to mail the paper except to places where 
there is no other means of getting it. When 
sent by mail the price will invariably be 
$2 a year, in advance. Subscriptions taken 
for three months. Two copies will be sent 
fora year for $3, four rcopies for $6, eight 
copies for $12. Postmasters and others who 
get up clubs of ten, and send us $15 at one 
time, will be entitled to an extra copy for 
their trouble. The bills of all solvent banks 
will be taken at par for subscriptions. Can- 
ada subscribers must send twenty-six cents 
extra with every subscription, to prepay the 
American postage. 


STREET & SMITH, 
Editors and Froprietors, 
11 Frankfort street, New York. 





VANITY FAIR. 
‘TUMORS, ABSCESSES, ULCERS, SKIN DIS- 
>IMPLES, &c., &e. 
The majority of these diseases are soon cured by 


EASES, 
BRANDRETH’S PILLS 
which cure them through the organs of the Stomach and Bowels, 
those matters upon which diseases feed. 


which take out from the system 
In these cases the Pills should be gradually increased, and 
gradually diminished until the cure is perfect. 

Ricnarp Baker, of Sing Sing, was cured of White Swelling of the knee of four years duration, in 
four months. 

Mrs. S- , of Newcastle, was cured of a fever sore of two years standing in three months. 

A gentleman whose face was covered with pimples, was cured of them by using the Pills for only 





of 


one month. 
The Pills are innocent and cannot injure, and those suffering from recent or old disease owe it to 


| themselves to give 
BRANDRETH’S PILLS 


135 Washington, BOSTON, MASS. 


a trial, which never deceive. 


Sold at 294 Canal street, 
And No. 4 Union Square, N. Y. 
Price 25 cents each, or six for one dollar. 

Skates 25 cents to 25 dollars. Everything in the 
skating line, (except ponds) to suit all ages, sexes, 
Ptastes and petees. CONOVER & WALKER, 474 
Broadway, N. Y. Out of town orders attended to 
carefully and promptly. 
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THE 


a Eel ERNE BOING 
JOHNS & CROSLEY, 


Fire and Watsr 
Proor. Applied 
to New and Old 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS, 
78 WILLIAM ST., 
(COR. LIBERTY 8T.), 


Roofs of all kinds. 
NEW YORK. 


"% vain ~ 
CENTRAL PARK SKATE EMPORIUM” 
IMPROVED 
Gutta Percha 
CEMENT 
ROOFING 


It is water-proof, 
and 


Costs only about 
one-third as 
much as 
Tin, 





GUTTA PERCHA 
CEMENT, 
FOR preserving 

new and repairing 

LEAKY METAL 

ROOFS of 

description ; 

NOT CRACK IN COLD 

OR RUN IN WARM 

WEATHER. 

“ 7 
eis ie Agents Wanted. 
AS DURABLE. Terms Cash ! 


OHNS & CROSLEY’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, FOR 
@ CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MARBLE, 
PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, &c., &c., the only article of the kind ever produced 
which will withstand water. Liberal terms to Wholesale dealers. 


PRICE TWENTY - FIVE CENTS. 
JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale Warehouse, 78 William st., cor. Liberty. 
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and sent to al 
parts of the coun- 
try with full di- 
rections for use, 
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A NEW MAGAZINE. 
ANNOUNCEMENT. 


here are periods in the world’s history marked by extraordinary and vio- 
7 lent crises, sudden as the breaking forth of a yoleano, or the bursting of a storm on the ocean. 
These crises sweep away in a moment the landmarks of generations. They call out fresh talent, and 
give to the old a new direction, It is then that new ideas are born, new theories developed. Such pe- 
riods demand fresh exponents, and new men for expounders. 

This continent has lately been convulsed by an upheaving so sudden and terrible that the relations 
of all men and all classes to each other are violently disturbed, and people look about for the elements 
with which to sway the storm and direct the whirlwind. Just at present we do not know what all 
this is to bring forth; but we do know that great results must flow from such extraordinary commo- 
tions. 

At a juncture so solemn and so important there is especial need that the intellectual force of the 
country should be active and efficient. It is time for great minds to speak their thoughts boldly, and 
to take position as the advance guard. To this end there is a special want unsupplied. It is that of an 
Independent Magazine, which shall be open to the first intellects of the land, and which shall treat 
the issues presented, and to be presented to the country, in a tone no way tempered by partisanship, 
or influenced by fear, favor, or the hope of reward; which shall seize and grapple with the momen- 
tous subjects that the present disturbed state of affairs heave to the surface, and which cannor be laid 
aside or neglected. ; 

To meet this want, the undersigned announce that early in December next, and monthly thereafter, 
will be published, under the editorial charge of CHARLES GODFREY LELAND, Esq., a new 
Magazine, entitled 


THE CONTINENTAL MONTHLY, 


to be devoted to Literature and National Policy. 

In Politics, it will advocate, with all the force atits command, measures best adapted to preserve 
the oneness and integrity of these United States. It will never yield to the idea of any disruption of 
this Republic, peaceably or otherwise, and it will discuss, with honesty and impartiality, what must 
be done to save it. : . 

In Literature, it will contain articles, in both prose and verse, of the most varied character, and of 
the highest merit, by the best writers and ablest thinkers of this country. 


THE CCNTINENTAL MONTHLY will be printed on fine paper, and in the best style of typogra- 
phy, and each number will contain one hundred and twelve royal octavo pages. 
TERMS—Three dollars per year, in advance, (postage paid by the publishers ;)*two copies for five 


dollars; three copies for six dollars, (postage unpaid.) 
J. R. GULMORE, 
: NO. 110 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON, 
G. P. PUTNAM, 532 Broadway, New-York. 
TRUBNER CO., Paternoster Row, London. 


VANITY FAIR 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION, 


Q. 


ray 


One Copy one year 
“ ‘é 


Two Copies one year (to one address). 
Five Copies one year (to one address) ae 
One Copy one year and Worcester’s Quarto Dictionary. 


: BOUND VOLUMES. 

Single Volume. OE |. C.. cdancuucebar $2 00 
Three Volumes (1, 2 and 3) : oe iat 4 

Three Volumes (to California) 

Three Volumes and copy of pa 

Three Volumes “ ‘ 

Remittances must be made in Gold; New York or Eastern Currency, or other Currency at New 

York par. Seal all letters securely, and address plainly to 

LOUSS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 

Yo 100 Nassau street, New Yor 


books prepaid only 


per one year, 3 
. as (to Calitornia) books prepaid only 
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| Miss Slimmens’ Window, 


Advertising Rates ot Vanity Faj 


Title Page, 50 cents per line, Occupying } 
the space across the page. 


Title Page, $1.50 per line, across the Pi 


Second Page, 25 cents, wide column. 


“ “ 


10 cents, narrow column, 


A 
Te LECTURE 
COMMITTEES. 
MR. JAMES WILLARD MORRIS, («g 
N. PEPPER,’’) will soon be prepared 
deliver his new Humorous Poem, entitled 


“WAR AND Woman, 


on the most reasonable terms. His addre 
is No. 1125 Broadway, New York City. 


REAT MUSICAL Bo 

DEPOT. M. J. PAILLARD 
Importer, 21 Maiden Lane, N. Y. Has fy 
sale the most extensive assortment in th 
country, at prices varying at Two to T 
Hundred and Fifty Dollars, each playing 
2,3 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs. 


BEAOTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHILDR 


BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND TASTES 
Call and examine them! 


Fine Gold and Silver Watches Cheap fa 
Cash. 


MUSICAL BOXES REPAIRED. 


HAWKES'S 
Celebrated Gold Pens 


GEORGE F. HAWKES, 


MANUFACTURER, 
64 NASSAU STREET, NEW-YORK. 


Keeps constantly on hands, Pens of 

sizes and qualities. Gold and Silver Sere 
Sases, Pen-holders, Tooth-picks. &c., 
prices to suit the demand. 

All the above goods are fully warranted 
and finished in the best manner, and stamp 
ed with manufacturer’s name. 

The Trade most liberally treated with. 

Single. pens, or any of the above good 
sent by mail, free of charge, to any part 9 
the country, on receipt of price. 

Pens repaired in a superior manner for3 
cents, inclosing the amount in three-ce 
Postage Stamps. 


ORDERS RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED 


Send for Circular containing prices. 

ARD & PARRY, PUB 
LISHERS, BOOKSELLER 

and Importers, (Successors to H. W. Derby 
625 Broadway. Are selling their own Pub 
lications, together with all the current m 
cellaneous issues of the day at partly m 
duced prices. 

They publish the following : 
POPULAR BOOKS OF WIT AND HUMOR 
The Widow Bedott Papers, 12mo., 

cloth, : 
Mrs. Partington, by B. P. Shillaber, 
The Sparrowgrass Papers, 
Riley’s Humors of the West, 
Brougham’s Humorous Irish Stories, : 


18 
106 
10 


10 
10 
10 
1W¢ 
wo 
wo 


Prentice’s Wit and Humor, 
Letters of Jack Downing, 12mo., 
Jack Downing’s Yankee Stories, 


TEAM JOB PRIN 
ING ESTABLISHMENI, 
44 ANN STREET. 


CHAPIN & McKAY, 
‘VANITY FAIR’’ PRINTERS 
Newspaper, Book, Job and Card Printis 
na 


neatly executed on the most reason 
yerms, andwith dispatch. 
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RANTANQUERO DE BOOM-JING-JING ; 


THE WRATH OF THE REBEL RIVAL. 
A ROMANCE OF THE WAR. 


By McArone. 


CHAPTER I. 


As nearly as we can remember, we left a dagger, last week, in 
the act of descending, lickity-whittle, toward the capacious breast 
of our hero, the while he slept upon his martial couch. 

Well, as there was nothing to prevent, the blade entered, close 
beside the left row of military buttons on Don RanTanQueERo’s coat, 
and was buried quite up to the hilt. 

Leaving the weapon where it stuck, Perer moseyed. 

When I say ‘‘ moseyed,’’ we mean that he ran away like 
thunder. 

Far away, over hill and dale, through field and swamp, up 
mountains and across fountains, went the murderer, with a bewil- 
dered brain, a throbbing heart, a fevered brow and muddy boots. 

He felt much about as if the mark of Carn was on him ; and to 
be candid, it probably was. 

He never brought up till within the lines of General Beaure- 
GARD’s camp, at Richmond... the tallest run on record, perhaps, 
if we except that of Price, in Missouri, who, for aught we know, 
is running yet. 

BEAUREGARD sat in his marquee, sumptuously dressed in a suit of 
canvas. His trousers, being home-made, were a trifle baggy behind, 
but he was a great general for all that. In his right hand he held 
a large piece of corn bread ; in his left, a tin cup full of the delicate 
and sparkling whiskey for which the South is notorious. 

‘Who disturbs my lunch?’ he roared in thunder tones, as 
Perer darkened the door. 


— 

“Only me, Sir !’’ said Perer. 

‘‘ And who the d——1 are you?”’ asked BeauREGARD, with calm 
dignity. 

**One who can serve you well. I have slewed the great Ran- 
TANQUERO DE Boom-JinG-JING. I want a major-generalship in your 
army !”’ 

_, | dead ? Ha! by my halidome, this is good news! 
Ho! slaves, without, there! let rockets be shot off instantly !’’ 

A soldier poked his head into the tent. He was a little drunk, 
and wanted shaving. 





*¢ Please, General,” said he, ‘‘ there ain’t no rockets” 

‘* Let the cannon belch forth our gladness, then,” said Beaure- 
GARD. 

* Please, Sir, there ain’t no cannon.” 

‘¢ Blockhead ! then fire a salute of musketry, and quick!!” 

‘* Please, Sir, there ain’t no muskets.”’ 

‘* How now? No arms at all? Then beat the drums.”’ 

‘There ain’t no drums nother, General.” 

‘‘ This gets me down a little,” said Beavrecarp, somewhat 
embarrassed. ‘‘I say,” he continued ; “go tell the men to cheer 
and clap their hands.” 

A company or two were drawn up in column, and made to give 
three cheers. Peter was struck with the whiteness of their uni- 
form. 

‘*You...you dress your men in white, this weather?” asked 
he of the General. 

“Hm... no, not exactly. You see, we get pretty dirty, here- 
about, so I have ‘em all whitewashed once a week.”’ 

Perer regarded the General’s face, hair, beard, and linen, stead- 
fastly, for ten minutes. 

‘* Yes, said he, thoughtfully ; ‘‘ you do get pretty dirty, here- 
about.”’ 

‘* Let that pass,’’ said BEAUREGARD, evasively ; “now, what do 
you want ?”’ 

‘© Well, I don’t mind. 
chief.” 

‘“‘Tcan’tdothat. I'll tell you, though; I’ll give you a brigadier- 
ship. I've just received a choice lot of regiments from Maryland ; 
a brigade, in fact, of Rough-skins, Rose-buds, Blood-tubs, etc. They 
are armed with brass-knuckles and slung-shot, and their principal 
work will be to kill the wounded.” 

‘* That will just suit me.’’ 

A curious and cadaverous-looking person in seedy black, who 
looked as if he had slept in his clothes a good while, now entered 
the tent, and was received with great ceremony by the General. 

‘*Gen’l,’’ hicupped the new-comer, “ d’yer wanna take Washlton 
t’ day ?”’ 

‘¢ It is impossible, Sir.”’ 

“Dam ’poss’ ble! We m’st ’ave movement. . . moo-00-oovement. 
Y’ understand? I say, ’f yer don’t giver blas’d Yankis h—ll t’ day, 
Pll kick yer’n neck !” 

With which fervent speech, he departed. 

‘Who's that old bloke?” asked Perer. 

‘That gentleman,’’ said BEAUREGARD, severely, ‘‘ is the Honorable 
Jerrerson Davis, President of the Confederate States !’’ 

Agreeably to Davis's request, as above given, the General imme- 
diately ordered an advance upon the federal lines, and Perer was 
assigned a position with his brigade, where he could do the most 
masterly execution among the hospitals and ambulances. 

The din of arms and the smoke of conflict raged on the sacred 
soil of Virginia. The valiant soldiery of a sundered land met in 
the fierce embrace of death. The rebels executed that never-failing 
retrograde movement of theirs, which they have become so wonder- 
fully perfect in, and which has saved them so many thousands of 
valuable lives, and the battle was over. Only one body of the 
Confederates remained. The brigade under General Perer, occu- 
pied in bravely slaughtering the surgeons and the wounded, tarried 
late upon the field. 

Peter, isolated from his men by a copse of hazel, could not re- 
frain from doing a little active duty himself. An artilleryman, 
whose leg was caught in a cannon-carriage, begged for water, and 
Peter, rushing to him, drew his slung-shot. 

At that instant, a stalwart form, seven feet high, loomel up 
before him, and the trumpet tones of a copious voice blistered his 
easterly ear. 

‘“*Hold! Recreant miscreant! Woulds’t slew the maimed? 
Then, by my grandfather's beard, thou diest !’’ 

It was Senhor Don Ranranquero ve Boom-s1nG-s1Ne ! 

“Rantan . . . Rantanque RANTANQUERO!” was ‘all that 
General Perer could utter. 

**T still live’ said the Don, ‘‘ and am as good as any two dead 
men. Comeon. I just want the fun of knocking the socks off of 
you. I’ll bet you two to one that one of us will whip the other, 
and double it that you won’t be the winning man; then I’ll bet you 
four to three that I can whip you, and double it that I’ll win all 
the bets!” 

‘* But, Sir, stammered Peter, you ought to be dead . . . you must 
be dead . . . I'd almost bet two to one you are dead... 1...” 

‘‘Ninnyhammer! Knowst thou not that uniform coats must have 
full and manly chests, even if their wearers have not? Look ; 
there are twelve pounds of curled hair in this bosom, into which 
thy assassin dagger harmlessly plunged. Put up your hands.’’ 

Prerer squared himself neatly, resting firmly on his pins, and 
taking the position generally assumed by old Tom Pappock in his 


Suppose you make me commander-in- 
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younger days. The Don ran in nimbly, and as time was called, set 
his left pin on the scratch. Both men were in splendid condition 
and came up smiling. Betting was even. 

1st. round.—Perer let fly a left-hander, which was cleverly 

stopped by the Don’s right, while with his left he got in a rat- 
tling slogger on Prrn’s bugle, which made the claret fly. First blood 
immediately claimed for the Don, and allowed by the referee. 
After a little in-fighting, both clinched and went down, Peter 
underneath. 

2nd. round.—Perer came up smiling, but cautious; the Don 
rushed in, a littie too confidently, and got a stinger on the kissing- 
trap, that started the ruby. He lost no time, however, and soon 
paid it back with a right-hander on the mazzard, which made 
Pere’s ivory rattle. He countered lightly on the Don’s goggle, 
and tried to clinch, but the other was too lively, and poor Perr 
went to grass with a neat upper cut just under his feed-hole. Bets 
offered two to one on the Don. 

3rd. round.—The Don seemed fresh, but Perer was a little groggy; 
still, he seemed to show considerable game and gluttony, and led 
off well with his left, getting home on the Don’s lug. The latter 
replied with a sharp counter which nearly closed Prre’s right 
peeper, and a clinch and fall left the Don on top. As Pere went 
down, the Don gave him a kidney-smasher, and a cry of ‘‘ foul’’ 
was raised, but not allowed. 

4th. and last round —Both men showed punishment, but Prerer 
was much the worst off. His mug was badly cut, and his right 
glim was completely doused. He was shaky on his pins, too, and 
did not put his hands up till after the Don had slapped his face on 
both sides. He then let fly, very wildly, and was knocked clear 
home to his corner by a clever left-hander on the sore goggle. All 
the sponging i: the world couldn’t bring him up when time was 
called, so the sponge was thrown up, and the fight given to the 
Don without question. 

Change we the scene. 

Guorranna...the fair and noble... was in danger. Her 
father found that she utterly refused to wed with Perer, and as he 
could do nothing with her, he concluded to kill her. To this end, 
he sharpened up a big butcher-knife, knocked his daughte: down, 
and seized her chin with one hand while in the other he grasped 
the gleaming knife. 


*D. WEBSTER, 


(To be Continued.) 


$8 ee aol 
A Brush for Baltimore. 


We are told by the newspapers, that General McCLEtian ‘‘ made 

a flying visit to Baltimore,” some days ago. it is to be presumed 

that the General was accompanied by an escort of flying artillery, 

and to be hoped that their wings brushed away some of the traitors 

from Baltimore as they swept by. That city would not be the 
worse for a General sweep-out, just now. 
BESS SMS 


A Change tor the old Ships of the Stone Squadron. 


From Whaling up the Northern Seas to Sealing up the Southern 
ports. 


The Abolitionist’s Ophthalmia 
Color-blindness. 














CABINET CONVERSATION PIECES. 
No. I. 


Scenz.—A Bureau at Washington. 

The SecRETARY OF Wark and the Secrerary oF THE Navy, seated. 
Table, with refreshments for two. 

S. of W.—Well, or Wettes, rather, what think you of this en- 
terprise of the Stone Fleet? will it hold water ? 

S. of N.—Won’ tit, though ! just wait until the plugs are pulled 
out. 

S. of W.—What! the Plags? you don’t mean to say that you’ve 
put Baltimore men aboard of the old hulks ! 

S. of N.—NoI don’t. I wish I had thought of it in time, though, 
and Iwould. They’d be cheaper than stone, and sink faster, and 
stick tighter in the mud, so they would, the Plug Uglies, and they’d 
be a good riddance to the upper earth, and a great blessing to the 
bottom of the sea. I meant the water-plugs—the pegs upon which 
hang the destinies of many a Southern port ! 

S. of W.—Oh! Ah! And when the water-plugs are pulled out, 
what then? “ 

S. of N.—What then? Why, then we shall rival England in our 
seaboard arrangements. 

S. of W.—How so? 

N. of N.—Have our Cinque Ports. 

S. of W.—Ahb! Isee. Our Sink Ports—very good, indeed: you 
brighten, daily. Sink with an §., and Sink with a C. 

S. of N.—Sink with a load of stones, and Sink in the Sea—that’s 
more to the purpose. Don’t keep that bottle all to yourself. 

S. of W.—There’ll be a yell from the Southern ports, soon. The 
very mouths of the rivers will be crying for bread. 

S. of N.—And we'll give ’em stone. Our Loaves will go to 
their Fishes ! 

S. of W.—The Loaves and the Fishes, ay! How well you remem- 
ber your catechism ! 

S. of N.—Not much. ‘I would I were a boy again.”’ 

S. of W.—A Buoy, eh? To mark out your Sink Ports, I suppose. 
But why sacrifice old whalers? Their Blubber will arise in judgment, 
a voice of Wailing from the deep, and Borgas will sing a De Pro- 
fundis, as he sweeps his olian harp-strings to their requiem. 

S. of N.—Molian harp-strings be blowed ! Say Harpoon strings ; 
and as to their blubber coming yp from the deep, oil is a specific 
for troubled waters, you know. The waves of rebellion may yet 
feel the influence of the old whalez’s oozy hold. 

S. of W.—Rather a slippery Hold for some, I guess. Don’t put 
your hat between me and the bottle ; I object to having that Port 
blockaded. 

S. of N.—My mind is troubled about the Stone Fleet. 
time we heard from the old sea-dog in command. 

S. of W.—Didn’t the President come out bright about that old 
sea-dog, yesterday! ‘‘ We'll be sure to hear from him, somehow,”’ 
said he, ‘‘ for his ‘ Bark is on the Sea.’” 

S. of N.—Look! what’s that in the tree at the window? It 
glares like N. P. Wii11s—shall I shoot ? 

S. of W.—No, no! let’s ring the bell, but not with a pistol. 
[ Rings. | 

Enter ContrRaBanso, Yellow Stick in Waiting. 

Banjo, who’s that in the tree ? 

Contrabanjo. Massa N. P. Wixuis, sah, a Pencillin’ by the Way. 

S. of W.—Order him off, Banso, and cut down the tree. These 
Conversations are copy-right for Vanity Farr. 


It’s about 


<_ —— 





Interesting to Almanac Makers. 


The Herald, inits programme of things ‘going to be done for 
the humiliation of the Southern insurgents, states that Memphis, 
Tenn., isto be bombarded and reduced to ashes. 

“About this time look out for snow ;’’ because there-is an Ava- 
LANCHE in Memphis, which, from the nature of things, is of course 
less likely to fall in ashes than in flakes. 


ee 


A Seasonable Refiection. 


Since the successful exploit of Captain Winxes, in arresting the 
rebel emissaries, Mason and Siimpett, upon the briny deep, may 
it not be truthfully asserted that America rivals England upon the 
Seize ? 


The Bare, Naked Truth. 





There will be no Close of the year in the revolted States this 
winter, on account of the scarcity of dry-goods and other Clothing 
materials. 























DECEMBER 21, 1861.} 


VANITY FAIR. 





THE CONTINENTAL RIFLERS. 


The city of Washington is now safe from all attacks beyond per- 
adventure. A glorious band of patriots have thrown themselves 
into the breach, and President Lixcoun and his Cabinet may now 
sleep in security. Pennsylvania is up: Philadelphia is on hand : 
Wittaep’s Hotel has been turned into a camp, and Cuan, sweet 
Cuan, perennially blooming Cuap, has donned his martial attire, 
and boldly leads the hastily organized, but thoroughly equipped, 
Spartan band. who have issued proposals to the Government to 
close up this little War business by contract. 

Cuap is arrayed in gorgeous splendor. We were enabled to look 
on the upper half of him only at one time; the whole figure 
would have been too much for our vistial orbs ; but a stolen side 
glance at his legs in the dusk of the evening, (or what is about the 
same, by the dim light of the two gas-jets which are so prodigally 
burned by the lessees of Wiitarp’s to illuminate the hall) satis- 
fied us that the upper half of him was the better half, and we 
had that portion of him daguerreotyped instanter by Brapy, and 
here, ladies and gentlemen, you have him :— 


The Continental uniform was adopted by this heroic band upon 
a suggestion made by a veteran contractor, who has grown gray 
in the service, that as many of them had claims upon Simon 
CamERON anterior to the Revolution, a more modern style of dress 


would not be in keeping. As this afforded the festive Cuap an 
opportunity to transmit himself to posterity in his inimitable 
personation of General Wasninaton, at the age of Forty, and 
also enabled him to dispute the palm with our esteemed friend 
Perer Ricuinas, whose ‘‘ Ex-tra-or-di-na-ry resemblance to that 
great, that good, that im mor-tal man’’ has been the admiration 
and wonder of the mimic world, for the last sixty-one years, 
it was unanimously adopted, and several gentlemen who had 
taken up their residence in Washington, for the purpose of supply- 
ing the Government with ‘‘ hosses’’ and other small wares imme- 
diately offered to contract with the gallant Colonel to supply him 
and his devoted band with the choicest of shoddy garments. A 
spirited contest ensued between them, and the contract was even- 
tually awarded to an intelligent Pennsylvania politician, who 
knew aman, whohada brothcr, that bad become connected byjmar- 
riage with a bushel-man, and was therefore rightly supposed by 
the Government and the Colonel also, to know all about it. 

We hail the formation of this regiment with pleasure. Secre- 
tary Cameron, on hearing of it, immediately treated himself and 
family to a pleasure party to New York, West Point, Albany, Bos- 
ton, etc The doorkeeper, and chief of the barricades in the War 
Department, sailed off joyously and took lodgings for a few days 
at the Continental Hotel, Philadelphia. The Chief Clerk instant- 
ly got himself appointed as Consul to Nicg, a nice place no doubt, 
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in order to give full vent to his unbounded joy, and Assistant Sec- 
retary Scorr immediately ordered a sumptuous banquet at Wi1- 
LARD’S, for all the overworked clerks of the department, which we 
are happy to state went off with mirthful merriment, only damp- 
ened by the fact of the non-appearance of the Assistant Secretary, 
who about that time was wrestling with the contents of Five Thou- 
sand newly arrived telegraphic despatches. 

The organization of this Regiment, and the consequent with- 
drawal of the old familiar faces from the halls ard antechambers 
of the War Department, making that building now a solitude 
which erst was so densely crowded from 9 A. M. until 3 P. M., 
will give to the pure and simple-minded applicants from other 
States, a little show for such of the public plunder as has not yet 
been swallowed up by Pennsylvania. Under the leadership of the 
indomitable Caapwicx the country will look to them for feats of 
terrible daring. 

Armed with rifles (ominous word,) of the very largest bore, 
sabre bayonets with which they can ‘‘cut and come again,”’ as 
has been their wont, and led on by one so long accustomed to fear- 
ful charges, as the dwellers at WitLarp's know full well, the Con- 
tinental Riflers we hope will soon find their way to glory, and be 
embalmed in the memories of all lovers of their country as a 
band of brothers who, in the faithful performance of their con- 
tract, nobly bled and died, after having for a long period bled their 
country. 


(By our CHemicaL ConrriBuToR.) 
What is carburetted hydrogen gas ? 
A very offensive gas, formed of carbon and hydrogen. 
Where is it found? 
In marshes, Congress, and other dirty places. 
Why in Congress? 

. Because we there find hydrogen, or the brains of certain 
Congressmen—(the lightest of all known substances) in constant 
combination with carbon or lamp-black—the nigger question. 

Q. What causes this gas? ; 

A. The putrefaction of vegetable substances. Thus, in Congress, 
we see it proved from the decay of all generous and noble priuci- 
ples, among a lot of very smull potatoes and mushroom States- 
men. 

Q. How is this gas generated ? 

A. By stirring the dirty and putrid mud-pools of party politic, 
and collecting the gas as it escapes in the retorts of bubbling 
Orators. ; 

Q. Why is this gas called fire-damp or inflammable air ? 

A. Because it very readily catches fire and explodes when a 
light is introduced to it, as in coal mines. 

A. Is this effect produced anywhere else ? 

A. Constantly in Congress. The gas emitted from the mouths 
of brawling politicians damps the fire of true patriotism, consumes 
the public time and patience, and causes explosion’ when it comes 
in contact with the light—of truth and reason. 

Q. What sort of explosiuns? 

A. Explosions of anger generally, but often also of loud laugh- 
ter; when it comes from such comic fellows as Lovesoy and 
others. 

Q. Is not the same gas evolved from the smoking 
a candle ? ; 

2a 

Q. Can you give an instance? 

A. Yes—on the recent election for Mayor in New York. A 
shining light among the politicans—some say a very wick-ed 
schemer—was suddenly snuffed out, and a large amount of this 
inflammable noxious gas was thereby evolved in Mozart Hall, in 
Volks’ Garten, and other similar places . 

Q. But that shining light was Wood. 
Sandal and Cedar, for instanc« 
during combustion ? 

A. Certainly. Bnt this wood was nothing like Sandal or Cedar, 
unless perhaps we take the C from Scandal and the se from Se- 
ceder, both of which bave always caused the Wood in question to 
be in very bad odor with the public 


wick of 


Do not some woods—like 
give out delightful fragrance, 


— 
To the Secretary of the Navy. 

Dear Sir.—Would not a couple of craft built upon the model of 
Wrnans’s Cigar steamer, be capital things for Smoking out Commo- 
dore TaTnaLL’s ‘‘ Mosquito Fleet ?” 

Very admiringly yours, 


Vanity Lair. 
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BLACK INGRATITUDE. 
‘s Way DO DR WHITES MAN FOLLER MY PATH.”’ 


THE NORTHERN, SOUTHERN, ENGLISH AND MARINE 
IMBROGLIO. 


England was heard from last week, and according to the files re- 
ceived somebody or other in its vicinity had made a remark about 
Messrs. Mason and Stipert. The Trent, the San Jacinto, the 
Nashville, the Adeer, the Harvey Birch, Captain Pecram, and Cap- 
tain NELSON. e say somebody made a remark—the Herald says 
‘« England is aroused,” and leads us to infer by a sort of drunken 
frenzy, as it afterwards appears, that the nation is to indulge in 
some Sober second thoughts. After reading attentively several 
reams of editorials on the absorbing topics of the hour, we begin 
to see that the London Times thinks the ‘‘ Mashville was right in 
burning Nason and Suypext, and that the English people are to be 
considered belligerents and hunky boys unless Captain WiLKEs 
arrests the Trent and keeps a blockade ; because cotton is doing a 
great deal for this war, which is one of negroes, and entirely beyond 
the control of the German princes—they representing a maritime 
power, which according to Lord Srantey, entitles Mr. Lrivcoxn’s 
government to run as long as it can, so long as the merchants of 
Liverpool and the Cotton Spioners obtain a control of the new 
ideas now being worked out by this fratricidal war, with its con- 
comitant confusing influences upon the fate of nations. 

That places the matter in a newer and clearer light. 


oo 


[Advertisement.] 


ATRIMONIAL.—A YOUNG LADY OF BENEVOLENT CHARACTER, POS- 
N sessed of considerable personal attractions, is desirous of formlng the ac- 
quaintance of a gentleman, a physician, not less than 40, with a view to matri- 
mony, As the lady has just dismissed a decrepid suitor who has annoyed her 
wih his addresses for a long time, no broken-down apothecaries or octogenarian 
surgeons need answer this advertisement. No one will be accepted who is not 
a@ man of energy and intelligence Money no object, as the lady is provided 
with an ample dowry by her very respectable uncle. Address Miss HyGea, 
care of the Medical Bureau, Washington, D, C. 





-_ 


Chargers for the Army. 
The Sutlers. 


Ancient Negro Melody. 





Epigram. 
‘‘ Some mute inglorious Massett here may rest,” 
TiLton, 
The Leader t’other day, 
In its very sober way, 
Said that Masserr, (you must kaow the fa- 
mous man,) 
Had achieved a new idea, 
(It came to him o’er his beer !) 
A funeral on the good old English plan ! 





Black hearses, blacker plumes, 
And a mute in all the rooms— 
That latter proposition sure will suit ; 
Provided Srernen C. 
The mute himself will be— 
For who would not like to seg Masserr mute 





Effects of Metropolitan Mill. 


The French know more about milk than 
we do. Rather. A French physician has 
been demonstrating that vaccination can be 
effected by the judicious use of cow’s milk 
as a beverage. This has been tried bya 
well-known medical man of New York City, 
who administered large quantities of the 
kind of milk we get to twenty select 
patients—without success, however, as the 
vaccine was not communicated in any case. 
Nineteen out of the twenty got water on the 
brain, though. 





; At their Wit’s end. 


Literary itemizers tell us that a new trans- 
lation of Dantxz’s works is about to be pro- 
duced in Germany, by M. Wirre. Isn’t ita 
pity that Miss Laura Keene does not get 
somebody answering to that appellation to 
do her burlesques for her ? 








NOT FOR US. 


I. 


Weep on, Jonn Butt, but not for us— 
Oh ! turn thy gaze, a while 

Where Famine’s goblin incubus 
Broods o’er the pale Green Isle. 


I. 

The deadly blights her fields lay bare, 
The tears are in her eyes : 

Thy sighs for us we well can spare— 
With hers we sympathise. 





What ho! without: bring straws 


The ultimatum of idiocy is at last reached. Welearn from 
Southern sources that “‘a man has been arrested in Richmond for 
stealing a number of blank Confederate Treasury Notes.’’ 


—_ 
Se el 





Con. 


How does the ideal embodiment of the horrors of Slavery, differ 
from the real embodiment of the curse of Abolitionism ? 
One is represented by Le-gree, the other by Grez-Ley. 





Sensible Man! 
ScHWACKHAMMER says he doesn’t care particularly about any bat- 
tles royal ; what he wants to see is some more battles Port Royal. 


— 





Continental Currency, 
Nary Red. 
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ADVICE TO JOHN BULL. 


Sact up your TELESCOPE, AND DoN’r wasTE youR Tears uron Us. Ir you want To Get up A “ Goop Cry,” 
LOOK AT HOME, 
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GONE TO THE WAR, 


Colonels, Captains and Lieutenants have been wept and sung 
over by their friends and the public, as they departed for the war ; 
but who has wept, without being sung over, as I have, about a 
young man named Jos Hammart, who went to the war the other 
day, a teamster in the Massachusetts 28d? He is my brother, the 

‘youngest of the family and the only one of us who has a Roman 
nose, to which fact I at first supposed his pursuit of Mars with a 
baggage wagon and four young horses might be owing. 

I was astonished to get a letter from Carver, the village I live 
in, a few weeks ago, containing the news of Jos’s enlistment ; for 
when I was at home last summer he had no idea of it, feeling in- 
different in regard to Secesh. He never looked at the papers ex- 
cept for the accidents from runaway horses, or the reports of the 
Brighton Cattle Market ; so when I left for New York on a visit to 
my cousin Ann, who keeps an excellent boarding-house, in 10th 
street, near Broadway, my mind was settled respecting any of our 
folks ever going out of Carver, near as it is to Plymouth Rock, to 
help break the spine of the Rebellion. (I wish Professor Agassiz 
would try it.) 

Every thing was safe and snug at home, although father only 
gave me money enough to pay my passage on, telling me that if 
he gave me more he should be obliged to sell a cow; but as he 
always said the same thing when he gave me money, I thought 
the remark meant nothing. 

The first of October he sold our carryall horses without giving 
any reason for so doing, and exchanged Jos’s saddle-horse for an 
old lame mare with Sera Tivknam. In less than a week 
after Jos enlisted in the 23d, and went into camp at Lynnfield. 
He had never been farther from home than Plymouth ; never 
slept on any bed, but one composed of the feathers of our own 
geese ; never ate a meal that did not consist of first rate country 
fare. His chief labors had been to drive our horses, milk the 
cows, and fodder the cattle. Oh how I cried when I heard what he 
had written home of his hardships ! 

Camp life, he said, was Whiskey, Oaths and Drill. Eight hours 
a day his fingers were clumped on a musket ; he was as sore as 
Lazarus, and as lame as TinkHAm’s mare. His second letter, 
written two weeks later, was quite different ; the paper had a vile 
smell of tobacco, and was defaced with dirty thumb marks. He 
liked to smoke very much, he remarked, and had a wooden pipe 
which pleased him. His Col. was a Brick, and his Capt. was a 
Whole Team, with a horse to let. How would Sis like, he inquired, 
for him to tie a few rebels to his wagon wheels? 

I knew no more of Jos till I saw a paragraph in a newspaper, 
which stated that the 23d would stop in New York to breakfast, 
on its way to its destination. The morning came, and I started for 
the Park, arriving there in advance of the Regiment. The custom- 
ary rim of smallish old boys, and oldish young women with dirty 
black hoods and untied shoes, was there, and the usual squad of 
pelicemen. Of the latter I made several inquiries, but they knew 
nothing ; they couldn’t say whether the baggage wagons would 
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I saw their red plumes join and wave 

But slowly melt away. 

The last who went—a wounded man, 

Bade the poor boy good-bye, 

And said, ‘‘ The men of the Forty-third 
Teach you the way to die.”’ 

The last went by and no Jos. I took a turn in the Park again 
for refreshment, crossed it, and presented myself to the policeman 
who kept the gate which enclosed the regiment. I made a gesture 
which signified my desire to get inside it, but he coolly stared at 
me without making any corresponding gesture of opening it. 
Happily a ‘‘Son of Mass.,’’ arrived at this juncture, who knew 
me, and who proved an Open Sesame 

‘* Company D. I am after,’’ I meekly said to a soldier. 

‘* It’s to the tother end, marm!; walk right through that way.”’ 

I glided between stacks of arms, looking to the right and the 
left, with the sun and the regiment staring me into blindness. 

‘*Now take care of these ‘ere guns marm ; don’t knock ’em 
down,” I was cautioned. ‘Them flounces of yourn is some.” 

I reached Company D. at last, and was sent to the Captain still 
farther in the rear. I touched his arm. 

** Are you the Company of Captain D. ?” 

‘* Yes,” with eye on a superior officer. 

“Where are your teamsters ?” 

‘¢T don’t know, excuse me,”’’ fixing both eyes rigidly on the supe- 
rior officer. 

‘*Look a here,” said a private, ‘‘ the company teamsters are on 
board of the steamer Metropolis.’’ 

I proceeded to the Metropolis, where I saw the Quarter Master, 
who kindly sent a man in pursuit of Jos. I stood in the lee of a 
lot of bales for protection from the horses that were coming out of 
the boat, and trampling round me. Presently Jos emerged from 
the confusion in a long blue over-coat, and advanced in my direc- 
tion, easy and unconcerned as of old, with an added air of jauntiness 
I had never noticed. An orange woman hailed him, and he made 
an accost in return which astonished me. 

‘* How came you here ?’’ he asked when he reached me. 

* Jos, why didn’t youfget a Colonel’s commission ? Grandpa had 
one in the Revolution.’’ 

** Sho, how be ye ?”’ 

Not knowing what to say exactly, I began to cry, and he was 
called away. ; 

“If I coukd get away”’ he said, ‘‘ I should like to come up to cousin 
Ann’s. I dare say I shan’t, so I'll say good gay now.”’ 

I observed that he did not chaff the orange woman on his way 
back. 

He came up to cousin Ann’s about nine o’clock at night, and 
said that he was going to stay: till five o’clock next morning, for 
the officers hadn’t finished their breakfast at the Astor yet. He 
could sleep on the floor. When I told him that the springs of the 
sofa in our room were all broken, and that it might be comforta- 
ble on that account, he concluded to take it instead of the floor. 





come up to breakfast or not; they had no remembrance of having 

seen baggage wagons in the Park on any occasion. An aged boy 

|| who had listened with a friendly air to my conversation, referred 
|| me toan office-dvor in a corner of the barracks. I opened it, and 
| was informed that the Superintendent of the said barracks had 
|| gone to Brunswick. There was nothing to do but to wait. While 
|| skirting the lower part of the Park for the third time, I heard the 
notes of the Regimental band from the Astor, and took a position 
on the line where the soldiers were to pass, fixing my expectant 
eyes on the spot of their first appearance. Irregular rows of “Sons 
|| Of Massachusetts’ poured through the opening, their hats on the 
napes of their necks, good Yankee fashion. ‘Then the pale Col. 

on a long tailed horse shot in, and several officers behind him in 

|| buskskin gloves, with wrists so severely stiff on their sword hilts, 
| that I was taken with a sympathetic cramp. Then the men 
|| marched in, sallow, dirty, tired, their shoulders bent, and their 
|} muskets ‘“‘every,which way,’’ but with a Purpose in their faces. 
|| ‘On, on to victory, or death,’’ Isang between my teeth. When 
|| the row of drummer boys passed my heart failed me ; they were 
| 


“ Let’s have a smoke,” he said, seating himself in the highest and 
hardest chair. I waited for the pipe to loosen his tongue, although 
I expected him to say but little. After a few puffs he began : 

‘“‘T have eighteen cents in my pocket for the incidental expenses 
of the campaign.” 

“Oh Jos!’’ 

‘“‘The old man didn’t give meared; but I am going to send 
him all my pay. Tell him when you see him, that I always 
thought him a good,old fogy.” 

“Why Jos !” 

He took out his handkerchief to wipe his forehead. 

‘* Excuse the color of this; I haven’t had time to wash out my 
handkerchiefs.”’ 

I rifled his pockets of all he had, washed them in the basin, and 
dried them before my fire. 

‘‘Our rations were all left in Boston yesterday, and half the 
wagons ; first rate management all through this war, I tell you.” 

“Oh Jos.” 

“T guess this machine will take in a supply of sleep about now.” 

He untied his shoes with an air, as ff it were an unaccustomed 
luxury, and stretched himself with a yawn of comfort on the uneven 
sofa. 

‘* Won’t you take off your clothes, Jos?”’ 

** T haven't had ’em off for ten days; but seeing that I am here 
I will take off my jacket.” 

“ When do you have a chance at a bath, Jon ?’’ 

‘T hope to wash myself next summer, if nothing happens.” | 

‘*Mercy on us, Jos!” 

‘*The Regiment never washes,’ he said solemnly, and closing 
his eyes was sound asleep in a moment. 

At five o’clock I roused him, presented him with a cake of 
Phalon’s reduced soap and a packet of sandwiches, and held the can 


children! ‘‘ The Old Grenadier’s Story’’ of Thornbury came into 
my mind. 
| | ‘‘ Twas a little drummer, with his side 
1] Torn terribly with shot ; 
But still he feebly beat his drum, 
As though the wound were not. 
And when the Mameluke’s wild horse 
| Burst with a scream and ery, 
H He said, ‘O men of the Forty-third, 
Teach me the way to die.’ ” ' 


Then with a shout that flew to God 
They strode into the fray ; 





ee | 
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dle over the stairs to light him down. 
street door latch, he looked back and said : 

‘*The long and short on’t is, that the reason{/ am going to the 
war is, because Mary Bowen told me she wouldn’t have me unless 
I went. Now, if I never come back, hooray !” 

I hurried up stairs, threw open my window, and watched him as 
he walked down the empty street, his blue coat fluttering in the 
light of the lanterns, and his steps echoing on the pavement till he 
turned into Broadway and I lost sight of him—perhaps forever ! 

The next afternoon, happening to look out of the window I saw 
the 23d again, marching by 10th street. Irushed out just as the 
regiment halted at Grace Church. The men staggering with fatigue 
dropped on the curb stone, or crept up to the church railing and 
leaned against it, with any feeling but that of devotion. 

‘‘Oh Lord but its tough,’’ said a gray haired soldier near me.” 

“Blast New York'and blast Broadway,” said another. “Are we to 
be made a raree show, without the raree ?” 

The order was given to move on, and the men straggled into 
line again, and moved up Broadway. Last of all came Jos and his 
baggage wagon, but he never saw me. I knew he was swearing 
awfully by his savage face, and the way he eyed the crowd right 
and left” He shook his fist at a policeman, and made a wry mouth 
at a well dressed old gentleman, one of the Sanitary Committee, 
because he was so affable a spectator. A sly cut on the haunches 
of his off horse made it jump, to the consternation of the benevolent 
old gentleman. Jos was mad; he was not pleased at being so 
small a part of the spectacle even. If Mary Bowen had seen him 
I am sure she would have preferred to have him home again. 


With his hand on the 


A SHOVE TO CHIVALRY. 


There gleams a light to those who ponder well 
Upon the case of Mason and Sie 1, 

This shibboleth revealing—‘‘ Under a King, 
Into nobility and rank men spring.” 





Surmise is lawful, then, that had the twain 

To Europe’s shelter safely crossed the main, 
Commercial treaties might have opened been 
For the young produce of some King and Queen, 


Over the Southern Chivalry to rule, 

With crown and sceptre ; like the poor tom-fool 
Who, in the pantomime, bangs people with 

A club containing air instead of pith. 


Then why should Wixxes be dinnered so and drinked ? 
Since, better far, had he at treason winked, 

Or favored, even—shall we say it ?—well, 

The projects.mild of Mason and Siet. 


For then, who knaws what glory might accrue, 

By contrast, democratic us unto, 

When side by side with—we no words will mince— 
A slaved noblesse under a sleazy prince ! 





Nigger! Nigger!! Nigger!!! 

The Independent is at it again. It would be very curious indeed 
if it were not. The Independent never loses an opportunity to be at 
it, and that is why it embraced the occasion of the President’s 
Message to deliver itself of a howling article on the Nigger Ques- 
tion. 

The President humanely proposes to colonize in some tropical 
clime the slaves emancipated by the war. The Independent regards 
this plan as barbarous, not to say bloodthirsty. The Independent 
considers thet it has got a good thing in the nigger and is loth to 
lose him. Why banish our beloved black brother? exclaim 
Begcusr, Cueever & Co., lifting aloft their eyes in pious honor. 
Why tear the short-haired sable from our fond embrace? He has 
made a great deal of trouble in the country, it is true, but just con- 
sider for a moment what we, Beecuer, Cueever & Co., should do 
without him! Our occupation would be irretrievably gone. 

And so instead of lending a loyal support to the President’s wise 
scheme, the Independent heaps all the invective it can think of, 
upon it. It occurs to V. F., as to many other respectable people, 
that something in the Fort Lafayette way would suit the Indepen- 
dent’s complaint. 


From our Sharp Blade. 


It is a noticeable fact that Hilt on Head is held by our,troops 
Sword in Hand. 





AHEAD OF PRESTIDIGITATION AND ZAMPILLAEROS- 
TATION. 
|F possible, we will 
obtain exclusively 
for this paper, the 
services of an emi- 
nent modern spel- 
ler, a man who can 
spell up to Harlem 
or Spuyten Duyvil 
Creek with his coat 
off and his boots on 
in fifteen minutes. 
He is now engaged 
upon an entirely 
new and interesting 
jawbreaker, equally 
suited for use in 
connection with an 
amateur gymnastic 
or necroman tic 
performance, and 
which may be had 
on easy cash terms, 
by applying at this 
office. In order to 
give the public some faint idea of the extent and grandeur of our 
new word, we intend publishing the first few chapters of it in serial 
form, beginning this week as follows : 
Kittenminnitspherengravibootsonkirkandcakerfreezerblackpipem 
ebillywhatthejiggersampanmilksouwesterstraddlethumbcaroedspin 
eandmangledmesles 


(To be Continued.) 





The Emancipation Cowards. 


At one cf those unwholesome Republican caucuses held in 
Washington last week ‘‘Mr. Suerman of New York took the 
ground that we never could put down this rebellion with the 
bullet, that we must employ the slaves to do it.” 

O! you chicken-heart! What! are the twenty millions of men 
North of Mason’s and Dixon’s line no match for the six millions 
South of it? Have the climate and the corn-whiskey of Secessia 
so strengthened the rebel’s muscles that every soldier in Beaurg- 
Garp’s army is able to whip three in McCretzan’s? Is the spirit 
of the Northern people so debased that, fighting in the most 
righteous cause that ever moved a nation to the battle-field, they 
should throw down their arms and utter this cowardly cry? Say 
that they are lost unless the poor, miserable negro comes to their 
assistance ? 

Pooh! pooh! SHeraan. We are ashamed of you. Take our 
advice and return to your peaceful home. 


ao 


A Touching Scene. 


‘Yet, is it not sad that this glorious Sun should be the daily 
exponent of universal grief? cried the Younasr, gazing askant with 
tearful eye upon the effulgent Orb. 

‘‘Of grief,’ murmured the Exper, inquiringly ; beshrew me, 
boy, an’ I take thy meaning !” 

** Ah !’’ replied the Youncer in a satisfied voice, 

‘Ts not fair earth, ‘ now by the Sun of York,’ clothed each day 
freshly with the hues of mo(u)rning !” 

Then the Ever fell upon his neck, and wept! which was a very 
unfortunate fall by the Elder. 


a 


Look out for him! 


‘* The Norfolk Day-Book says that Gen. Scorr will soon be in the South after 
the manner of Messrs. MASON and SLIDELL’s capture.’’ 


“*Scacely,” Mr. Day-Book. There is a General, however, who 
‘* will soon be in the South’’ after a manner peculiarly his own. 
His name, to a casual observer, seems to look something like this 
—McCLeLian. 





‘Heavy Wet.” 


We see by late Western papers that the Rebel Rarns was advanc- 
ing on Kansas, where he expected to be joined by the Rebel Hayes. 
We trust the junction will not be effected, for if haze and rains 
come together upon them, the Kansas folks are like to have a moist 
time of it. 
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VANITY FATR. 


CARMEN BELLICOSUM. 


An Old Song on a New Subject. 


In Old Knick’s old regimental 
Comes the new Continental, 
Right ahead, 
Its Contributors delighting 
In their very heavy writing, 
Much like lead ; 
While the Harpers— 
Hear the carpers, 
And poor Firrps of The Atlantic, growing 
frantic, at its antic, 
Newly born ; 
And like honey, honey, honey, is the hiving 
of the money— 
In a Horn! 


EE 


Blood, versus Bennett. 
The circulation that Harvey never could 
have discovered 
The circulation of The Herald! 
chill smity 
Hard Roads to Travel. 


The Roads of the Southern Harbors, wheu 
they have been macadamised by the Stone 
Fleet. 


————————————__—____— 





The Worst kind of tent tor a Soldier to 
dwell in. 


Discontent. 
— 
The Herald’s 


Slander. 


‘* daily issue.”’ 





I CATCH YOU BAWLING AND ROUSING THE NEIGHBORS, WONT YOU CATCH IT !” 


HARDEE MADE EASY. 


Ir Colonel Sam Corr gets five millions of dollars from the govern- 
ment, for his six-shooter manufactory at Hartford, as he expects, 
we wish some of our expert negotiators with the other world would 
take the matter in hand 

What we want them to do is to ascertain from the spirits—ex- 
clusive of gin—with which all of them profess to be more or less 
familiar, the name and present future state of the gentleman by 
whom the revolving fire-arm was actually invented. Colonel Sam 
Cotr is a travelled man, we believe, and he travels on his travels. 
In one of the old armories of Europe—either in the Scala at Milan, 
or the Sistine Arsenal, or the Vatican at Rome, we forget which— 
there is to be seen an ancient carbine constructed with a revolv- 
ing cylinder, exactly upon the principle of the Colt repeater. As the 
percussion method had not been invented at the date of this gun, 
it is, of course, inferiorin some important points to the modern 
weapon suggested by it. From a paper found at St. Helena, in 
the handwriting of the late unfortunate General Bonaparre, it ap- 
pears that the model didnot strike that experienced officer, by 
whom it was carefully examined, as being capable of securing any 
great practical advantage to the science of destroying human life. 

His objections to it may be condensed as follows. 

It took two men, or at least, one man and a good-sized boy to 
wind it up and work it off. 

When it was wound up, it couldn't be worked off. 

In concluding his report upon this gun—the only report ever 
made in connection with it—General Bonaparte pays a handsome 
tribute to the plain old-fangled musket, to which he owed so much, 
and which, in allusion either to his favorite game of euchre, or to 
the Anchor of Hope upon which he still leaned and scanned the 
future, he used playfully to term his best Bower. ‘‘Give me,”’ 
says he, “the very good aud jolly musket unbreeched in any style 
that is new ; (mousquet sans culottes) to what good the great breeches 
for the guns ? Let the stony fields of Egypt attest that my old rusti- 
dusti muskets, like the Highlanders of Scotland, have sown here 
and there the leaden seeds of gigantic laurels, without any other 
breeches than those with which nature has provided them.’’ 

From this it may be gathered that the original repeating fire 
arm has been considerably improved on by the enterprising and 


ingenious Colt. Nevertheless, if only out of gratitude for an idea 
that has been an immense fortune to him, it is to be hoped that the 
ingenious adapter in question will take proper measures for dis- 
covering the nearest of kin to the originator of his weapons, with 
a view of enabling them to live riotously for the remainder of their 
lives, on a fair share of that five-million-dollar check—when he 
gets it. . 
_— 

From Heathen Sources. 

There is a rumor afloat that Froyp has been superseded in com- 
mand of the rebel army in Western Virginia, and that the position 
has been assigned to Colonel Hzatx : 

It may be interesting to our readers to know something of the 
family history of Colonel Hearn. He is lineally descended from 
SHAKESPEARE’s tragedy of ‘‘ Macbeth,’ the ‘‘ blasted HeatH 
spoken of in that weird romance having been the first of his ances- 
tors on record. That is all we know about him. 


— 


Gas-burners. 

Some warm debates are expected during the present Session of 
Congress. If the mode of heating isn’t quite determined on, 
won’t some patriot try and introduce the “ gas-consuming” stove 
into the Halls of Legislation ? 

. —_— 
A Metallic Reflection 

We are told that Tin melts at a temperature of 44 degrees. 
That must be about the lowest temperature of the pockets of half 
the people we know, then. 

- _- 
The Genuine Chasseurs D’Afrique. 

Loversoy, SumNER, Wi1so0n & Co.'s, proposed regiments of Contra- 
bands. 

— 
A Service of Plate 


The Naval Service, now that ships Go About in plate armor. 
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| Epigram. 
On A Recent OccurEncz. 


Messrs, Raymonp and GREELEY, 
(We say it quite freely,) 
You’ re a jolly green set, 
And your wits are but small, 
In offering to bet 
With The Herald at all. 
You have known Bennetr long— 
That no scuples can fetter ; 
And his sheet if you read, 
(As you ought to, indeed,) 
You should see, by this time, the bad man 
is no Better! 


_— 





A Case for the Boston Police. 


Boston papers inform us that a case con- 
taining jewelry belonging to M. Herrmann, 
the famous prestidigitator, was lately broken 
open in that city, and that many valuable 
articles were abstracted from it. A detective 
who has been employed to ferret out the 
thieves, thinks that the missing rings may 
have dropped off M. Herrmann’s fingers un- 
known to that bewildering magician, who is 
a more and more Sleight of hand every 

ay 











THE PURL OF GREAT PRICE. 


It is impossible to peruse the recent proclamation of Gen. Paice 
without experiencing a conviction, long the favorite of Boston 
coroners—‘‘ Rum did it!’’ It is unmistakably of the bottle, bibu- 
lous. If required to designate its precise flavor, we should pro- 
nounce it redolent of the juice of Western corn, with which par- 
ticular “ vanity” Paice is alleged to be on terms of indiscreet 
familiarity. It is fiery, stimulating and odorous, qualities which 
may also be found in many a quart bottle at Neosho, where the 
document was conceived and brought forth. So powerfully are 
these elements revealed, that the miud of the reader can hardly 
escape a bewilderment similar to that which is said to be born of 
the vine. We place great credit in the rumor that its circulation 
has been protested against, by temperance societies. Evidence has 
come before us that compositors employed in ‘‘ setting” it for pub- 
lication, have yielded to a dreamy and oblivious gloom. News- 
boys, on the day of its appearance in this city, were said to have 
been discovered in conditions simply shocking. We confess to an 
internal personal struggle before conquering its baneful in flueaces. 

We take it for granted that a more morally unsteady column 
never appeared in our city newspapers, than that in which Price's 
prose was reproduced. We turn to it again with caution. 

We discover that, though undoubtedly a staggerer, it has not 
proved convincing, and that while it seems to sway itself, it has 
failed to swerve the public mind of Missouri in any remarkable 
degreé.. We may say to its catalogues of resonant exhortations 
and imperious demands that, like Sir Gatawap's knights— 


“ They reel, they roll in clanging lists‘”’ 

but that, nevertheless, “the tide of combat stands.”” Its weak- 
ness, to venture a paradox, is its strength. Like the spirit from 
which we suppose it to have proceeded, it is hot and well mixed, 
but mixed a little too strong, even for the rebel taste. Intended 
only as a toughener, it has proved atoppler. Issued some weeks 
ago, its expected results had not then begun to develope them- 
selves. Weconjecture that the 50,000 men, for whom Price called 
having read the appeal, or heard it read, became instantly and 
irrecoverably fuddled. Hence their failure to respond. We judge 
that lack of inclination could not have led them to resist his wily 
seductions, because the prospect he held out was one of unadul- 
terated enchantment. Come out, O 50,000! says Price, presenting 
at the same time the following chain of inducements, each link of 
which is a comfort and consolation :—“The hardships of the camp, 
the scorching sur of Summer, the frost of Winter, the malaria of 
the swamps, the privations incident to our circumstances, fatigue 
and hunger and thirst, often without blankets, without shoes, 
with insufficient clothing, with the cold wet earth for a bed, the 
sky for a covering, and a stone for a pillow.’’ 

e submit that nothing but the paralysis of universal inebria- 
tion could have kept the 50,000 out of their boots and saddles after 
such a war-offering as this. The rhetoric must have got into their 
heads, and the logic unsettled their understanding. O that Price 





should let an enemy out of his mouth to steal away 50,000 brains ! 
To have mixed it more tenderly would have far better suited the 
rebel appetite. To have roared them more gently would have 
been his cue. Instead of marching boldly into Missouri, he has 
now only put his foot init. The fifty thousand are both deaf and 
dumb. ‘ DoI hear your shouts?” he asks, ‘ Is that your war- 
cry which echoes through the land? Are you coming 50,000 men ? 
Missouri shall move to victory with the tread of a giant. Come 
on, my brave 50,000 heroes—gallant, unconquerable Southern 
men—we await your coming.’’ At last accounts there were Nary 
shout, Nary cry, Nary tread, but Price was still ‘‘ awaiting,’ and, 
it was whispered, seeking the services of a corps of engineers with 
whose aid to select the suitable ‘‘six and a half feet of Missouri 
soil oun which to repose,’’ according to the declared intention in 
case of the non-arrival of the 50,000." 





‘* Sermons in Stones.” 


So the Younaer flung aside his pipe with a sigh, ard exclaimed, 
‘‘ Truly, it is false to assert that stones are devoid of feelings !’’ 
*“*Rore gad, mad youth! and why, prithee?’’ cried the bluff 
ELpEr. 

Then the Younasr gazed without wrath upon the Expsr, and 
answered, ‘‘ Because we both read and speak, full oft, of ‘a stone’s 
throe!’’’ 


“Couleur Locale,” 


At Fort Pickens—Brown. 

In Rebeldom at large—‘ blue.’ 

At our Navy Yards—Ultra-marine. 

At the Treasury Department—Ver-million. 

In Kentucky, Tennessee, and Missouri—Neutral-tint. 


A New Partnership. 


The Herald, in its best ‘‘ religious’’ manner, has imagined out a 
new firm, under the designation of ‘‘ Greetzy, Rarmonp, Satan, 
and Company. 

We were not previously aware that the Senior Editor of the 
Herald contemplated entering into partnership with Messrs. 
GreeLey, Raymonp, and Company. 











Not lost, yet. 


A new French regiment, to be called ‘‘ Les Eafans Perdus,’’ or 
‘¢ the lost children,” is about to be raised in this city. The title is 
a pretty one, suggesting reminiscences of the Babes in the Wood 
but, as New York has nearly got rid of its Woop, now, we do not 
think that the Enfans are likely to lose themselves in it’s wilds. 
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